94- The Principles of 

Now in the pangs of fierce defpair, 
Pris’ners at large they range in air; ' 
Walk thro’ the earth, unheard, unfcen 
And lay their fnares for thoughtlefs men- 
Tempt us to fin againfl our God, 

And draw us to hell’s downward road. 

But God can all their pow’r reflrain ; 
My faviour holds them in his chain, 
*Til! at his bar they all appear, 

And meet their final fentence there. 

On Death. 

L O R D, I confefs thy fentence juft, 
That finful man fhould turn to dull; 
That I ere long fhould yield my breath, 
The captive of ali-conqu’ring death. 

Soon will the awful hour appear, 
When I mull quit my dwelling here: 
Thefe adlive limbs, to worms a prey^ 

In the cold grave mull wafte away; 
Nor fhall I ihare in all that’s done, 

In this wide world, beneath the fun. 


cfhe C hriftian Religion. 

'To difta-nt climes, and feats unknown, 
Aakedipirit muft begone: 

SSta Maker, muft return, 

And ever joy . or ever mourn 

No room for penitence and prayer. 

My tote unalter’d muft remain. 

Awake, my foul, without delays 

That if God fummons thee this day, 
i nt- Vi i c: rail mav ll rife. 


On - the Refurreftion of the Dead . 

W Hat awful ruins death hath made ! 

How low the wife and great are 
Alike the faints, and Tinners, die ; [laid 1 
Moulding alike in dull they lie. 

But there’s a day fhall change the feene# 
How awful to the fons of men ! 


When the arch-angel’s trump fhall 
found, 

And fluke the air, and cleave the ground ; 

G z Jefus 


